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1  l s t  fome  affed  theSun,  and  fome  the  Shade, 
Some  flee  the  City,  fome  the  Hermitage; 
Their  Aims  as  various,  as  the  Roads  they  take 

In  Journeying  thro’  Life  ;  the  Talk  be  mine 

* 

To  paint  the  gloomy  Horrors  of  the  Tomb ; 

Th’  appointed  Place  of  Rendezvous,  where  all 
Thefe  Travellers  meet.  Thy  Succours  I  implore, 
Eternal  King !  whofe  potent  Arm  fuftains 
The  Keys  of  Hell  and  Death.  The  Grave  dread  Thing ! 

i . 

Men  driver,  when  thou’rt  named  :  Nature  appall’d 
Shakes  off  her  wanted  Firmnefs.  Ah  !  how  dark 
Thy  long-extended  Realms,  and  rueful  Waftes ! 

Where 
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Where  nought  but  Silence  reigns,  and  Night,  dark  Night, 
Dark  as  was  Chaos ,  ’ere  the  Infant  Sun 
W  as  roll’d  together,  or  had  try’d  his  Beams 
Athwart  the  Gloom  profound  !  The  fickly  Taper 
By  glimmering  thro’  thy  low-brow’d  mifty  Vaults, 
(Furr’d  round  with  mouldy  Damps,  and  ropy  Slime,) 
Lets  fall  a  lupernumerary  Horror, 

And  only  ferves  to  make  thy  Night  more  irkfome. 
Well  do  I  know  thee  by  thy  trufly  Tew, 

Chearlefs,  unlocial  Plant  !  that  loves  to  dwell 
MVIidft  Sculls  and  Coffins,  Epitaphs  and  Worms : 
Where  light-heel’d  Ghofts,  and  vifionary  Shades, 
Beneath  the  wan  cold  Moon  (as  Fame  reports) 
Embody’d  thick,  perform  their  myftick  Rounds. 

No  other  Merriment,  Dull  Tree  !  is  thine. 

See  yonder  hallow’d  Fane  !  the  pious  Work 
Of  Names  once  fam’d,  now  dubious  or  forgot. 

And  buried  ’midft  the  Wreck  of  Things  which  were  : 
There  lie  interr’d  the  more  illuftrious  Dead. 

The  Wind  is  up  :  Hark  !  how  it  howls  !  Methinks 
Till  now,  I  never  heard  a  found  fo  dreary : 

Doors  creak,  and  Windows  clap,  and  Night’s  foul  Bird 
Rook’d  in  the  Spire  fcreams  loud  :  The  gloomy  Ifles 
Black-plafter’d,  and  hung  round  with  Shreds  of  ’Scutcheons 

And 
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And  tatter’d  Coats  of  Arms,  fend  back  the  Sound 
Laden  with  heavier  Airs,  from  the  low  Vaults 
The  Manfions  of  the  Dead.  Roufed  from  their  Slumbers 
In  grim  Array  the  grizly  Spe&res  rife, 

Grin  horrible,  and  obstinately  fallen 

Pals  and  repafs,  hufh’d  as  the  Foot  ol  Night. 

Again  !  the  Screech-Owl  fhrieks  :  Ungracious  Sound  ! 
I’ll  hear  no  more,  it  makes  one’s  Blood  run  chill. 


Quite  round  the  Pile,  a  Row  of  Reverend  Elms, 
Coeval  near  with  that,  all  ragged  fhew, 

Long  lafh’d  by  the  rude  Winds  :  Some  rift  half  down 
Their  branchlefs  Trunks  :  Others  lb  thin  a  Top, 

That  fcarce  two  Crows  could  lodge  in  the  fame  Tree. 
Strange  Things,  the  Neighbours  fay,  have  happen’d  here  : 
Wild  Shrieks  have  iffued  from  the  hollow  Tombs, 

Dead  Men  have  come  again,  and  walk’d  about. 

And  the  Great  Bell  has  toll’d,  unrung,  untouch’d. 

(Such  Tales  their  Chear,  at  Wake  or  Gofiiping, 

When  it  draws  near  to  Witching  Time  of  Night.) 

Oft,  in  the  lone  Church-yard  at  Night  Pve  leen 
By  Glimpfe  of  Moon-fhine,  chequering  thro5  the  Trees, 
1  he  School-boy  with  his  Satchel  in  his  Hand, 
Whittling  aloud  to  bear  his  Courage  up, 

And 
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And  lightly  tripping  o’er  the  long  flat  Stones 
(With  Nettles  fkirted,  and  with  Mofs  o’ergrown,) 

That  tell  in  homely  Phrafe  who  lie  below  ; 
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Sudden  !  he  ftarts,  and  hears,  or  thinks  he  hears 
The  Sound  of  Something  purring  at  his  Heels ! 

Full  fall  he  flies,  and  dares  not  look  behind  him. 
Till  out  of  Breath  he  overtakes  his  Fellows  ; 

Who  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  Tale 
Of  horrid  Apparition ,  tall  and  ghaftly, 

That  walks  at  Dead  of  Night,  or  takes  his  Stand 
O’er  fome  new-open’d  Grave  \  and,  ftrange  to  tell ! 
Evanifhes  at  Crowing  of  the  Cock. 

Tut  new-made  IVidozv  too.  I’ve  fometimes  fpy’d. 
Sad  Sight !  flow  moving  o’er  the  proflrate  Dead  : 
Liftlefs,  fhe  crawls  along  in  doleful  Black, 

Whilft  Burfts  of  Sorrow  gufh  from  either  Eye, 
Faft-falling  down  her  new  untafted  Cheek. 

Prone  on  the  lowly  Grave  of  the  dear  Man 
She  drops  *,  whilft  bufy-meddling  Memory, 

In  barbarous  Succefiion,  mufters  up 

The  paft  Endearments  of  their  fofter  Flours, 

Tenacious  of  its  Theme.  Still,  ftill  Ihe  thinks 
She  fees  him,  and  indulging  the  fond  Thought, 

Clings  yet  more  clofely  to  the  fenfelefs  Turf, 

Nor  heeds  the  Paflenger  who  looks  that  Way. 

Invidious 


*  i’ 


[  7  ] 


Invidious  Gravel  how  do’ft  thou  rend  in  funder 
Whom  Love  has  knit,  and  Sympathy  made  one  ^ 

A  Tie  more  ftubborn  far  than  Nature’s  Band  ! 
Friendjhip !  Myfterious  Cement  of  the  Soul ! 

Sweetner  of  Life  !  and  Solder  of  Society  ! 

I  owe  thee  much,  Thou  haft  deferv’d  from  me, 

Far,  far  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay, 

Oft  have  I  prov’d  the  Labours  of  thy  Love, 

And  the  warm  Efforts  of  the  gentle  Heart 
Anxious  to  pleafe,  Oh  !  when  my  Friend  and  I 
In  fome  thick  Wood  have  wander’d  heedlefs  on. 

Hid  from  the  vulgar  Eye  ;  and  fat  us  down 
Upon  the  doping  Cowdip-cover’d  Bank, 

Where  the  pure  limpid  Stream  has  did  along 
In  grateful  Errors  thro’  the  Under- wood 
Sweet- murmuring :  Methought !  the  fhrill-tongu’d  Thrufh 
Mended  his  Song  of  Love  *  the  footy  Blac  ^bird 
Mellow’d  his  Pipe,  and  foften’d  ev’ry  Note : 

The  Eglantine  fmell’d  fweeter,  and  the  Rofe 
Affum’d  a  Dye  more  deep  ;  whilft  ev’ry  Flower 
Vy’d  with  its  Fellow-Plant  in  Luxury 
Of  Drefs.  Oh  !  then  the  longed:  Summer’s  Day 
Seem’d  too  too  much  in  Hafte  :  Still  the  full  Heart 
FI  ad  not  imparted  half :  ’Twas  Happinefs 
Too  exquifite  to  laft.  Of  Joys  departed 
Not  to  return,  how  painful  the  Remembrance ! 


Dull 
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Dull  Grave  !  thou  fpoirft  the  Dance  of  youthful  Blood, 
Strik’ft  out  the  Dimple  from  the  Cheek  of  Mirth, 

And  ev’ry  irnirking  Feature  from  the  Face  *, 

Branding  our  Laughter  with  the  Name  of  Madnefs . 
Where  are  the  JeJlers  now  ?  the  Men  of  Health 
Complexionally  pleafant  ?  Where  the  Droll  ? 

Whofe  ev’ry  Look  and  Gefture  was  a  Joke 
To  clapping  Theatres  and  fhouting  Crouds, 

And  made  even  thick-lip’d  mufing  Melancholy 
To  gather  up  her  Face  into  a  Smile 
Before  fhe  was  aware  ?  Ah  !  Sullen  now. 

And  dumb,  as  the  green  Turf  that  covers  them  1 

Where  are  the  mighty  Thunderbolts  of  War  ? 

The  Roman  Gefars,  and  the  Grecian  Chiefs , 

The  Boaft  of  Story  ?  Where  the  hot-brain’d  Youth  ? 

Who  the  Liara  at  his  Pleafure  tore 

From  Kings  of  all  the  then  difcover’d  Globe  ; 

And  cry’d  forfooth,  becaufe  his  Arm  was  hampered* 
And  had  not  Room  enough  to  do  its  Work  ? 

Alas !  how  flim,  difhonourably  dim  ! 

.And  cramm’d  into  a  Space  we  blufli  to  name. 

Proud  Royalty !  how  alter’d  in  thy  Looks  ? 

How  blank  thy  Features,  and  how  wan  thy  Hue  ? 

Son  of  the  Morning  !  whether  art  thou  gone  ? 

Where  haft  thou  hid  thy  many-fpangled  Head, 

And 


And  the  majeftick  Menace  of  thine  Eyes 
Felt  from  afar  !  Pliant  and  powerlefs  now, 

Like  new-born  Infant  wound  up  in  his  Swathes, 

Or  Victim  tumbled  flat  upon  its  Back, 

That  throbs  beneath  the  Sacrificer’s  Knife  : 

Mute,  muft  thou  bear  the  Strife  of  little  Tongues, 
And  coward  Infults  of  the  bafe-born  Crowd 
That  grudge  a  Privilege,  thou  never  hadft. 

But  only  hop’d  for  in  the  peaceful  ,Grav.e* 

Of  being  unmolefted  and  alone, 

Arabia's  Gums  and  oderiferous  Drugs, 

And  Honours  by  the  Heralds  duly  paid 
In  Mode  and  Form,  e’en  to  a  very  Scruple  *, 

Oh  cruel  Irony !  Thefe  come  too  late  ; 

And  only  mock,  whom  they  were  meant  to  honour. 
Surely  !  There’s  not  a  Dungeon-Slave,  that’s  bury’d 
In  the  High-way,  unlhrouded  and  uncoffln’d. 

But  lies  as  foft,  and  fleeps  as  found  as  he. 

Sorry  Pre-eminence  of  high  Defcent 
Above  the  vulgar-born,  to  rot  in  State  ! 

But  fee  !  the  well-plum’d  Herfe  comes  nodding  on 
Stately  and  flow,  and  properly  attended 
By  the  whole  Saole  Tribe,  that  painful  watch 
The  lick  Man’s  Door,  and  live  upon  the  Dead, 

By  letting  out  their  Perfons  by  the  Hour 

B  To 
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To  mimick  Sorrow,  when  the  Heart’s  not  lad. 

How  rich  the  Trappings,  now  they’re  all  unfurl’d. 
And  glittering  in  the  Sun  !  Triumphant  Entries 
Of  Conquerors,  and  Coronation  Pomps, 

In  Glory  fcarce  exceed.  Great  Gluts  of  People 
Retard  th’  unweildy  Show  ;  whilft  from  the  Caferrtents 
And  Houles  Tops,  Ranks  behind  Ranks  clofe-wedg  d 
Hang  bellying  o’er.  But!  tell  us,  Why  this  Watte  ? 
Why  this  ado  in  Earthing  up  a  Carcafe 
That’s  fall’n  into  Dilgrace,  and  in  the  Noftril 
Smells  horrible  !  Ye  Undertakers !  tell  us, 

’Midft  all  the  gorgeous  Figures  you  exhibit. 

Why  is  the  Principal  conceal’d,,  for  which 
You  make  this  mighty  Stir  ?  ’Tis  wifely  done: 
What  would  offend  the  Eye  in  a  good  Picture 
The  Painter  carts  difcreetly  into  Shades. 

Proud  Lineage  l  now  how  little  thou  appear  ft ! 
Below  the  Envy  of  the  Private  Man! 

Honour!  that  meddlefome  officious  Ill, 

Purfues  thee  ev’n  to  Death  ;  nor  there  Hops  ffiort. 
Strange  Perfection  1  when  the  Grave  ltfelf 
Is  no  Protection  from  ruds  Sufferance, 

Absurd  \  to  think  to  over-reach  the  Grave, 

And  from  the  Wreck  of  Names  to  refeue  ours ! 
The  beft  concerted  Schemes  Men  lay  for  Fame 

Die 
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Die  fail  away :  Only  themselves  die  falter. 

The  far-fam’d  Sculptor ,  and  the  lawrell’d  Bard, 
Thofe  bold  Infur  ancers  of  Deathlefs  Fame, 

Supply  their  little  feeble  Aids  in  vain. 

The  tapering  Pyramid!  th’  Egyptian's  Pride, 

,  t  '  _  ^  * 

And  Wonder  of  the  World  1  whofe  fpiky  Top 

•  p  -  * 

Has  wounded  the  thick  Cloud,  and  long  out-liv’d 

>  ■r  f  n 

The  angry  Shaking  of  the  Winter’s  Storm  ; 

Yet  fpent  at  laft  by  th’  Injuries  of  Heaven, 
Shatter’d  with  Age,  and  furrow’d  o’er  with  Years, 

y  -  t  ’  x 

The  Myftick  Cone  with  Hieroglyphicks  crufted 
Gives  Way.  Oh  !  lamentable  Sight !  at  once 
The  Labour  of  whole  Ages  lumbers  down 
A  hideous  and  mifhapen  Length  of  Ruins. 
Sepulchral  Columns  wreftle  but  in  vain 
With  all-fubduing  Time  :  Her  cank’ring  Hand 
With  calm  deliberate  Malice  wafteth  them  : 

Worn  on  the  Edge  of  Days,  the  Brafs  confumes. 
The  Bufto  moulders,  and  the  deep-cut  Marble, 
Unfteady  to  the  Steel,  gives  up  its  Charge. 
Ambition!  half  convitted  of  her  Folly, 

Hangs  down  the  Head,  and  reddens  at  the  Tale.’ 

Here  1  all  the  mighty  Eroublers  of  the  Earth , 
Who  fwarm  to  Sov’reign  Rule  thro’  Seas  of  Blood  j 
Th’  oppreflive,  fturdy,  Man-deftroying  Villains  ! 

B  2  Who 
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Who  ravag’d  Kingdoms,  and  laid  Empires  Waite, 
And  in  a  cruel  Wantonnefs  of  Power 
Thinn’d  States  of  half  their*  People,  and  gave  up- 
To  want  the  reft  :  Now  like  a.  Storm  that's  fpentr. 
Lye  hufh’d,  and  meanly  fneak  behind  thy  Covert. 
Vain  Thought  !  to  hide  them  from  the  general  Scorn, , 
That  haunts  and  doggs  them  like  an.  injur'd  Ghoft 
Implacable.  Here  too  the  petty  'Tyrant: 

Of  fcant.  Domains  Geographer,  ne’er  notic’d. 

And  well  for  neighbouring  Grounds,  of  Arm  as  fhort^' 
Who  fix’d  his  Iron,  Talons  on  the  Poor, 

And  grip’d  them  like  fome  Lordly  Beail  of  Prey  y 
Deaf  to  the  forceful  Cries  ofi  gnawing  Hunger, 

And  piteous  plaintive:  Voice  of  Mifery  : 
fAs  if  a  Slave  was  not  a:  Shred  of  Nature,. 

Of  the  fame  common  Naaire  with  his  Lord:) 

Now  !  tame  and  humble,,  like  a  Child  that’s  whipp’d,. 
ShakesHands  withDuft,  and  calls  the  Worm  hisKinfman; 
Nor  pleads  his  Rank  and  Birthright.  Under  Ground 
Precedency' s  a  Jeft  *,  Vaffal  and  Lord 
Grofsly  familiar,  Side  by  Side  confu-me.. 

When  Self-Efteem,  or;  others  Adulation, 

Would  cunningly  perfuade  us  we  were  Something 
Above  the  common  Level  of  our  Kind* 

The  Grave  gainfays  the  fmooth-complexion’d  Flatt’ry,1 
And  with  blunt  Truth  acquaints  us  what  we  are.  . 

BEJUTTl 


BEAUTY !  thou  pretty  Play-thing  !  dear  Deceit! 
That  fteals  fo  foftly  o’er  the  Stripling’s  Heart, 

And  gives  it  a  new  Pulfe,  unknown  before  ! 

/  * 

The  Grabe  difcredits  thee :  Thy  Charms  expung’d. 
Thy  Rofes  faded,  and  thy  Lillies  foil’d, 

"What  haft  thou  more  to  boaft  of :  Will  thy  Lovers 
Flock  round  thee  now,  to  gaze  and  do  thee  Homage  ?. 
Methinks !  I  fee  thee  with  thy  Head  low  laid, 

Whilft  furfeited  upon  thy  Damafk  Cheek 
The  high-fed  Worm  in  lazy  Volumes  roll’d1 
Riots  unfear’d.  For  this,  was  all  thy  Caution  ? 

For  this,  thy  painful  Labours  at  thy  Glafs  ? 

T’  improve  thofe  Charms,  and  keep  them'  in  Repair, 
For  which  the  Spoiler  thanks  thee  not.  Foul-feeder  1 
Coarfe  Fare  and  Carrion  pleafe  thee  full  as  well. 

And  leave  as  keem  a  Relifti  on  the  Senfe. 

Look  !  how  the  Fair  One  weeps  !  the  confcious  Tears 
Stand  thick  as*  Dew-drops  on  the  Bells  of  Flow  rs . 
Honeft  Effufion !  the  fwoln  Heart  in  vain* 

Works  hard:  to  put  a  Glofs  on  its  Diftrefs. 

STRENGTH  too  !  thou  furly,  and  lefs  gentle  Boaft 
Of  thofe  that  laugh  loud  at  the  Village  ling. 

A  Fit  of  common  Sicknefs  pulls  thee  down 
With  greater  Eafe,  than  e’er  thou  didft  the  Stripling 
That  rafhly  dar’d  thee  to  th’  unequal  t  ight. 


What 
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What  Groan  was  that  I  hoard  ?  Deep  Groan  indeed  ! 
With  Anguilh  heavy-laden!  Let  me  trace  it: 

From  yonder  Bed  it  comes  where  the  Strong  Man* 
By  flronger  Arm  belabour’d,  gafps  for  Breath 
Like  a  hard-haunted  Beall.  How  his  great  Heart 
Beats  thick  !  his  roomy  Chell  by  far  too  fcant 
To  give  the  Lungs  full  Play!  What  now  avail 
The  ftrong-built  finewLimbs,and  well-fpreadShoulders  ? 
See  !  how  he  tugs  for  Life,  and  lays  about  him. 
Mad  with  his  Pain !  Eager  he  catches  hold 
Of  what  comes  next  to  Hand,  and  grafps  it  hard. 
Juft  like  a  Creature  drowning  !  Hideous  Sight  ! 

Oh  !  how  his  Eyes  Hand  out,  and  flare  full  ghaftly ! 
Whilft  the  Diftemper’s  rank  and  deadly  Venom 
Shoots  like  a  burning  Arrow  crofs  his  Bowels, 

And  drinks  his  Marrow  up.  Heard  you  that  Groan  ? 
It  was  his  laft.  See  how  the  great  Goliab , 

Juft  like  a  Child  that  brawl’d  itfelf  to  Reft, 

Lies  flill.  What  mean’ll  thou  then,  O  mighty  Boafter  ! 
To  vaunt  of  Nerves  of  thine  ?  What  means  the  Bull, 
Unconfcious  of  his  Strength,  to  play  the  Coward, 

And  flee  before  a  feeble  Thing  like  Man  *, 

That  kowing  well  the  Slacknefs  of  his  Arm, 

Trufts  only  in  the  well-invented  Knife  ? 


With 
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With  Study  pale,  and  Midnight  Vigils  fpent. 
The  Star-furveying  Sage.,  clofe  to  his  Eye 
Applies  the  Sight-invigorating  Tube  •, 

And  travelling  through  the  boundlels  Length  of  Space 
Marks  well  the  Courfes  of  the  far-feen  Orbs, 

That  roll  with  regular  Condition  there. 

In  Extafy  of  Thought.  But  ah !  proud  Man  ! 
Great  Heights  are  hazardous  to  the  weak  Head  : 
Soon,  very  loon,  thy  firmed  Footing  fails  ; 

And  down  thou  dropp’d;  into  that  darkfome  Place, 
Where  nor  Device ,  nor  Knowledge  ever  came. 

Here  !  the  Tongue-Warrior  lies,  difabled  now, 
Difarm’d,  dilhonour’d,  like  a  Wretch  that’s  gagg’d. 
And  cannot  tell  his  Ail  to  Paflers  by. 

Great  Man  of  Language  !  whence  this  mighty  Change  ? 
This  dumb  Defpair,  and  drooping  ol  the  Head  ? 
Tho’  ftrong  Perfuafion  hung  upon  thy  Lip, 

And  fly  Infinuations  fofter  Arts 
In  Ambulh  lay  about  thy  flowing  Tongue  ; 

Alas  !  how  Chop-fall’n  now  !  Thick  Mills  and  Silence 
Reft,  like  a  weary  Cloud,  upon  thy  Bread 
Unceafing.  Ah !  Where  is  the  lifted  Arm, 

The  Strength  of  Action,  and  the  Force  of  Words, 
The  well-turn’d  Period,  and  the  weil-tun’d  Voice. 
With  all  the  lefler  Ornaments  of  Phrafe  ? 

Ah! 
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Ah  !  .fled  for  ever,  as  they  ne’er  had  been ! 

Raz’d  from  the  Book  of  Fame  :  Or  more  provoking, 
Perchance  fome  Hackney  hunger-bitten  Scribler 
Infults  thy  Memory,  and  blots  thy  Tomb 
With  long  flat  Narrative,  or  duller  Rhimes 
With  heavy-halting  Pace  that  drawl  along 
Enough  to  roufe  a  Dead  Man  into  Rage, 

And  warm  with  red  .Refentment  the  wan  -Cheek. 

Here  !  the  great  Mailers  of  the  healing  Art , 
Thefe  mighty  Mock-Defrauders  of  the  'Tomb  ! 

Spite  of  their  Julep  and  Catholicons 
Refign  to  Fate.  Proud  JFfculapius ’  Son  1 
Where  are  thy  boafled  Implements  of  Art, 

And  .all  thy  well-cram’d  Magazines  of  Health  ? 
Nor  Hill,  nor  Vale,  as  far  as  Ship  could  go, 

Nor  Margin  of  the  Gravel-bottom’d  Brook, 

Efeap’d  thy  rifling  Hand  -:  From  flubbom  Shrubs 
Thou  wrung’!!  their  fhy  retiring  Virtues  out, 

And  vex’d  them  in  the  Fire  :  Nor  Fly,  nor  Infedt, 
Nor  writhy  Snake,  efcap'd  thy  deep  Refearch. 

But  why  this  Apparatus?  Why  this  Coft  ? 

Tell  us,  thou  doughty  Keeper  from  the  Grave  ! 
Where  arc  thy  Recipe's  and  Cordials  now. 

With  the  long  Lift  of  Vouchers  for  thy  Cures  ? 
Alas  !  thou  fpeakeft  not.  The  bold  Impoftor 
Locks  net  more  filly  when  the  Cheat’s  found  out. 

Here  ! 
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Here  !  the  lank-fided  Mifer ,  word:  of  Felons ! 
Who  meanly  ftole,  difcreditable  Shift  ! 

From  Back  and  Belly  too,  their  proper  Cheer ; 

Eas’d  of  a  Tax,  it  irk’d  the  Wretch  to  pay 
To  his  own  Carcafe,  now  lies  cheaply  lodg'd. 

By  clamrous  Appetites  no  longer  teaz’d. 

Nor  tedious  Bills  of  Charges  and  Repairs. 

But  Ah !  Where  are  his  Rents,  his  Comings  in  ? 

Ay !  now  you’ve  made  the  Rich  Man  Poor  indeed : 
Robb'd  of  his  Gvds>  what  has  he  left  behind  ! 

Oh !  Curfed  Lull  of  Gold !  when  for  thy  Sake 

*  ’ 

The  Fool  throws  up  his  Int’reft  in  both  Worlds, 
Firft  ftarv’d  in  this,  then  damn’d  in  that  to  come. 

How  fhocking  muft  thy  Summons  be,  O  Death  l 
To  him  that  is  at  Eafe  in  his  Poffeflions ; 

Who  counting  on  long  Years  of  Pleafure  here. 

Is  quite  unfurnifli’d  for  that  World  to  come  ! 

In  that  dread  Moment,  how  the  frantick  Soul 
Raves  round  the  Walls  of  her  Clay  Tenement, 

Runs  to  each  Avenue,  and  flirieks  for  Help, 

But  fhrieks  in  vain  !  How  wifhfully  lhe  looks 
On  all  file’s  leaving,  now  no  longer  hers  ! 

A  little  longer,  yet  a  little  longer, 

Gh  !  might  lhe  ftay,  to  wafti  away  her  Stains, 

And  fit  her  for  her  Paflage  !  Mournful  Sight! 

Her  very  Eyes  weep  Blood  ^  and  every  Groan 

C  She 
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She  heaves  is  big  with  Horror  ':  But  the  Foe, 

Like  a  ftanch  Murth’rer  fteady  to  his  Purpofe, 
Purfues  her  clofe  through  ev’ry  Lane  of  Life, 

Nor  mifles  once  the  Track,  but  preffes  on; 

I  ill  forced  at  laft  to  the  tremendous  Verge, 

At  once  fhe  fmks  to  ever  lotting  Ruin. 

Sure!  ’tis  a  ferious  Thing  to  Die!  My  Soul  { 
What  a  ftrange  Moment  mutt  it  be,  when  near 
Thy  Journey’s  End,  thou  haft  the  Gulph  in  View! 
That  awlul  Gulph,  no  Mortal  e’er  repafs’d 
To  tell  what’s  doing  on  the  other  Side  ! 

Nature  runs  back,  and  drudders  at  die  Sight, 

And  every  Life-ftring  bleeds  at  Thoughts  of  parting ! 
For  part  they  muft  :  Body  and  Sml  mud  part  *, 
Fond  Couple !  link’d  more  clofe  than  wedded  Pair. 
This  Wings  its  Way  to  its  Almighty  Source, 

The  Witnefs  of  its  Addons,  now  its  Judge  : 

That  drops  into  the  dark  and  noifome  Grave, 

Like  a  difabled  Pitcher  of  no  Ufe. 

If  Death  was  nothing,  and  nought,  after  Death  \ 
If  when  Men  dy’d,  at  once  they  ceas’d  to  Be, 
Returning  to  the  barren  Womb  of  Nothing 
Whence  firft  they  fprung;  then  might  the  Debauchee 
Untrembling  mouth  the  He&v’ns :  Then  might  die 

Drunkard 

Reel 
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Reel  over  his  full  Bowl,  and  when  ’trs  drain'd. 

Fill  up  another  to  the  Brim,  and  laugh 

At  the  poor  Bug-bear  Death :  Then  might  the  Wretch 

That’s  weary  of  the  World,  and  tir’d  of  Life, 

At  once  give  each  Inquietude  the  Slip 
By  Healing  out  of  Being,  when  he  pleas’d, 

And  by  what  Way;  whether  by  Hemp,  or  Steel  : 
Death's  thoufand  Doors  Hand  open.  Who  could  force  # 
The  ill-pleased  GueH  to  fit  out  his  full  Time, 

Or  blame  him  if  he  goes?  Sure!  he  does  well 
That  helps  himfelf  as  timely  as  he  can. 

When  able.  But  if  there  is  an  Hereafter , 

And  that  there  is,  Confidence,  uninfiucnc’d 
And  fuffer’d  to  fpeak  out,  tells  ev’ry  Man  *, 

Then  muH  it  be  an  awful  Thing  to  die : 

More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one’s  own  Hand. 
Self-Murther  !  name  it  not :  Our  IHand's  Shame  ! 

That  makes  her  the  Reproach  of  neighbouring  Statcs.: 
Shall  Nature,  fwerving  from  her  earlieH  Dictate 
Self-Prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  Aft  ? 

Forbid  it  Heav’n !  Let  not  upon  DifguH 

The  fhamelefs  Hand  be  foully  crimfon’d  o’er 

*  \ 

With  Blood  of  its  own  Lord.  Dreadful  Attempt  ! 
JuH  reeking  from  Self-daughter,  in  a  Rage 
To  rufii  into  the  Prefence  of  our  Judge  \ 

» j  j.  j  ■  ... 

As  if  we  challeng’d  him  to  do  his  worH, 

C  2 


And 


[  2°  ] 

And  matter’d  not  his  Wrath.  Unheard  of  Tortures 
Muft  be  referv’d  for  fuch  :  Thefe  herd  together  j  ' 
Tlie  Common  Damn’d  lhun  their  Society, 

And  look  upon  themfelves  as  Friends  lefs  foul. 

Our  Time  is  fix’d  ;  and  all  our  Days  are  number’d  ; 
How  long,  how  fliort,  we  know  not :  This  we  know. 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  Summons, 

Nor  dare  to  ftir  till  Heav’n  fhall  give  Permiffion  r 
Like  Centrys  that  mull  keep  their  deftin’d  Stand, 
And  wait  th’  appointed  Hour,  till  they ’'re  reliev’d. 

Thofe  only  are  the  Brave,  that  keep  their  Ground, 
And  keep  it  to  the  laft.  To  run  away 
Is  but  a  Coward’s  Trick  :  To  run  away 

From  this  World’s  Ills,  that  at  the  very  word 
Will  foon  blow  o’er,  thinking  to  mend  ourfelves 
By  boldly  vent’ring  on  a  World  unknown. 

And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark  ;  ’tis  Mad  :  ■  , 
No  Frenzy  half  fo  delperate  as  this.. 

Tell  us  !  ye  Dead  !  Will  none  of  you  in  Pity 
To  thofe  you  left  behind  difclofe  the  Secret  ? 

Oh  !  that  fome  courteous  Ghoft  would  blab  it  out ! 
What  ’tis  You  are,  and  We  muft  fhortly  be. 

I’ve  heard  that  Souls  departed  have  fometimes 
Forewarn’d  Men  of  their  Death:  ’Twas  kindly  done 
To  knock,  and  .give  th’  Alarm.  But  what  meahs 

-  This 
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This  ftinted  Charity  ?  ’tis  but  lame  Kindnefs 
That  does  its  Work  by  Halves.  Why  might  you  not 
Tell  us  what  ’tis  to  Dye  ?  Do  the  Uriel  Laws 
Of  your  Society  forbid  your  fpeaking 
Upon  a  Point  fo  nice  ?  I’ll  afk  no  more ; 

Sullen,  like  Lamps  in  Sepulchres,  your  Shine 
Enlightens  but  yourfelves  :  Well,— ’tis  no  Matter; 
A  very  little  Time  will  clear  up  all, 

And  make  us  learn’d  as  you  are,  and  as  clofe. 

D EATITs  Shafts  fly  thick !  Here  falls  the  VillageSwain,  - 
And  there  his  pamper’d  Lord  !  The  Cup  goes  round  ; 
And  who  fo  artful  as  to  put  it  by  ? 

’Tis  long  fince  Death  had  the  Majority  ; 

Yet  ftrange  !  the  Living  lay  it  not  to  Heart. 

See  !  yonder  Maker  of  the  Dead  Man’s  Bed, 

The  Sexton!  hoary-headed  Chronicle, 

Of  hard  unmeaning  Face,  down  which  ne’er  ftole 
A  gentle  Tear  ;  with  Mattock  in  his  Hand 
Digs  through  whole  Rows  of  Kindred  and  Acquaintance 
By  far  his  Juniors !  Scarce  a  Scull’s  caft  up,. 

But  well  he  knew  its  Owner,  and  can  tell 
Some  PalTage  of  his  Life.  Thus  Hand  in  Hand 
The  Sot  has  walk’d  with  .Death  twice  Twenty  Years ; 
And  yet  ne’er  Yonker  on  the  Green  laughs  louder. 
Or  clubs  a  Smuttier  Tale  :  When  Drunkards  meet 
None  fings  a  .merrier  Catch,  or  lends  a  Hand, 

More- 


More  willing  te-his  Cup.  Poor  Wretch  1  he  minds  not, 
That  foon  feme  trufty  Brother  of  the  Trade 
Shall  do  for  him  what  he  has  done  for  Thoufends, 


On  this  Side,  and  on  that,  Men  fee  their  Friends 
Drop  off,  like  Leaves  in  Autumn  ;  yet  launch  out 
Into  fantalhck  Schemes,  which  the  lon°-  Livers 

In  the  World’s  hale  and  undegenerate  Days, 

Could  fcarce  have  Leifure  for  !  Fools  that  we  are  ! 
Never  to  think  of  Death,  and  of  Ourfelves 
At  the  fame  Time  !  As  if  to  learn  to  Die 
Were  no  Concern  of  ours.  Oh!  more  than  Sottifh! 
for  Ci eatures  of  a  Day,  in  gamefome  Mood 
To  frolick  on  Eternity’s  dread  Brink, 

Unapprehenfive  •,  when  for  ought  we  know 
I  he  very  fir  ft  fvvoln  Surge  fhall  fweep  us  in. 

Think  we,  or  think  we  not,  Time  hurries  on 
With  a  rcfiftlefs  unremitting  Stream, 

Yet  treads  more  foft  than  e’er  did  Midnight  Thief, 
That  Hides  his  Hand  under  the  Mifer’s  Pillow, 

And  carries  off  his  Prize.  What  is  this  World  ? 
What  ?  but  a  fpacious  Burial-Field  unwall'd, 

Strew’d  with  Death’s  Sp6jls>  the  Spoil's  of  Animals 
Savage  and  Tame,  and  full  of  Dead  Mens  Bones  ? 
The  very  Turf  on  which  we  tread,  once  liv’d; 

And  we  that  live  muft  lend  our  Carcafes 

■  ‘  )  i  fl  \'X  ■ 
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To  cover  our  own  Offspring :  In  their  Turns 
They  too  muff  cover  theirs.  Tis  here  all  meet  1 
The  fhiv’ring  Icelander ,  and  Sun-burnt  Moor ; 

Men  of  all  Climes,  that  never  met  before 
And  of  all  Creeds,  the  Jew,  the  Turk,  and  Chrifiian . 
Here  the  proud  Prince ,  and  Favourite  yet  prouder, 
His  Sovereign’s  Keeper,  and  the  People’s  Scourge, 
Are  huddled  out  of  Sight.  'Here  lie  abafh’d 
The  great  Negotiators  of  the  Earth, 

And  celebrated  Mafters  of  the  Ballance , 

Deep  read  in  Stratagems,  and  Wiles  of  Courts  : 
Now  vain  their  Treaty-Skill !  Death  fcorns  to  treat. 
Here  the  o’erloaded  Slave  flings  down  his  Burthen 
b  rom  his  gall’d  Shoulders  *,  and  when  the  cruel  Tyrant 
With  all  his  Guards  and  Tools  of  Pow’r  about  him. 
Is  meditating  new  unheard-of  Hardfhips, 

Mocks  his  fliort  Arm,  and  quick  as  Thought  efcapes 
Where  Tyrants  vex  not,  and  the  Weary  reft. 

Here  the  warm  Lover  leaving  the  cool  Shade, 

The  Tell-tale  Echo,  and  the  babbling  Stream, 

I  ime  out  of  Mind  the  favo’rite  Seats  of  Love, 
baft  by  his  gentle  Miftrefs  lay  him  down 
Unblafted  by  foul  Tongue.  Here  Friends  and  Foe^ 
Lie  clofe  ;  unmindful  of  their  former  Feuds. 

1  he  Lawn-rob’d  Prelate ,  and  plain  Prefoyter > 

E’er  while  that  flood  aloof,  as  fby  to  meet. 

Familiar 
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Familiar  mingle  here,  like  *  Sifter-Streams 
That  fome  rude  interpod  ng  Rock  had  fplit. 

Here  is  the  large-iimb’d  Peafant  :  Here  the  Child 
Of  a  Span  long,  that  never  faw  the  Sun, 

Nor  prefs’d  the  Nipple,  ftrangled  in  Life’s  Porch. 
Here  is  the  Mother  with  her  Sons  and  Daughters ; 
The  barren  Wife  \  and  long  demurring  Maid , 
Whofe  lonely  unappropriated  Sweets 
Smil’d  like  yon  Knot  of  Cowflips  on  the  Cliff, 

Not  to  be  come  at  by  the  willing  Hand. 

Here  are  the  Prude  fevere,  and  gay  Coquet , 

The  fober  Widow ,  and  the  young  green  Virgin , 
Cropp’d  like  a  Rofe,  before  ’tis  fully  blown. 

Or  half  its  Worth  difclos’d.  Strange  Medley  here  ! 
Here  garrulous  Old  Age  winds  up  his  Tale  ; 

And  jovial  Youth  of  lightfome  vacant  Heart, 
Whofe  ev’ry  Day  was  made  of  Melody, 

Hears  not  theVoice  of  Mirth  :  The  Ihrill-tongu’dShrew, 
Meek  as  the  Turtle-Dove,  forgets  her  Chiding. 
Here  the  Wife,  the  Generous,  and  the  Brave  ; 

The  Juft*  the  Good,  the  Worthlefs,  the  Prophane, 
The  downright  Clown,  and  perfectly  Well-bred  •, 
The  Fool,  the  Churl,  the  Soundrel,  and  the  Mean, 
The  fupple  Statefman,  and  the  Patriot  ftern  ; 

The  Wrecks  of  Nations,  and  the  Spoils  of  Time, 
With  all  the  Lumber  of  Six  Thoufand  Years. 


Poor 
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Poor  Man  l  how  Happy  once  in  thy  frjl  State  ! 
When  yet  but  warm  from  thy  great  Maker’s  Hand, 

He  (lamp’d  thee  with  his  Image,  and  well-pleas’d, 
Smil’d  on  his  lad  fair  Work.  Then  all  was  Well. 
Sound  was  the  Body ,  and  the  Soul  ferene  ; 

Like  Two  fweet  Indruments  ne’er  out  of  Tune, 
That  Play  their  feveral  Parts.  Nor  Head,  nor  Heart, 
Offer’d  to  ache  :  Nor  was  there  Caufe  they  fhould  ; 
For  all  was  pure  within  :  N  o  fell  Remorfe, 

Nor  anxious  Ladings  up  of  what  might  be. 

Alarm’d  his  peaceful  Bofom  :  Summer  Seas 
Shew  not  more  fmooth,  when  kifs’d  by  Southern  Winds 
Jud  ready  to  expire.  Scarce  importun’d 
The  generous  Soil  with  a  luxuriant  Hand 
Offer’d  the  various  Produce  of  the  Year, 

And  every  Thing  mod  perfedt  in  its  Kind. 

BlelLd  !  thrice  bleffed  Days  !  But  Ah,  how  fhort  \ 
Blefs’d  as  the  pleafing  Dreams  of  Holy  Men  ; 

But  fugitive  like  thofe,  and  quickly  gone. 

Oh  !  flipp’ry  State  of  Things  !  What  fudden  Turns  ? 
What  drange  Viciffitudes,  in  the  fird  Leaf 
Of  Man’s  fad  Hidory  ?  ,To-day  mod  Happy, 

And  ’ere  To-morrow’s  Sun  has  fet,  mod  Abjedt! 
How  fcant  the  Space  between  thele  vad  Lxtremes  ! 
Thus  far’d  it  with  our  Sire  :  Not.  long  he’  enjoy  d 
His  Paradife  !  Scarce  had  the  happy  I  enant 
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Of  the  fair  Spot  due  Time  to  prove  its  Sweets* 
Or  fum  them  up ;  when  ftrait  he  muft  be  gone 
Ne’er  to  return  again.  And  muft  he  go? 

Can  nought  compound  for  the  firft  dire  Offence 
Of  erring  Man  ?  Like  one  that  is  condemn’d 
Fain  would  he  trifle  Time  with  idle  Talk, 

And  parley  with  his  Fate.  But  ’tis  in  vain. 

Not  ail  the  lavifh  Odours  of  the  Place 

Offer’d  in  Incenfe  can  procure  his  Pardon, 

Or  mitigate  his  Doom.  A  mighty  Angel 
.With  flaming  Sword  forbids  his  longer  Stay, 

And  drives  the  Loiterer  forth  *  nor  muft  he  take 
One  laft  and  farewel  Round.  At  once  he  loft 
His  Glory,  and  his  God.  If  Mortal  now. 

And  lorely  maim’d,  no  Wonder !  Man  has  Sinn'd* 
Sick  of  his  Blifs,  and  bent  on  new  Adventures, 
Evil  he  wou’d  needs  try :  Nor  try’d  in  vain. 
(Dreadful  Experiment!  Deftrudtive  Meafure! 

Where  the  worft  Thing  could  happen,  is  Succefs.) 
Alas !  too  well  he  fped :  The  Good  he  fcorn’d 
Stalk’d  of  reluctant,  like  an  ill-us’d  Ghoft, 

Not  to  return;  or  if  it  did,  its  Vifits 
Like  thofe  of  Angles  fhort,  and  far  between  r 
Whilft  the  black  Daemon  with  his  Hell-’fcap’d  Train,’ 
Admitted  orlce  into  its  better  Room, 

Grew  loud  and  mutinous,  nor  would  be  gone  •, 

Lording 
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Lording  it  o  er  the  Man,  who  now  too  late 
Saw  the  ralh  Error,  which  he  could  not  mend? 
An  Error  fatal  not  to  him  alone, 

But  to  his  future  Sons,  his  Fortune’s  Heirs. 
Inglorious  Bondage !  Human  Nature  groans 
Beneatn  a  VafTalage  lo  vile  and  cruel, 

And  its  vail  Body  bleeds  through  ev’ry  Vein. 

What  Havock  haft  thou  made  ?  Foul  Monfter  Sin 
Greateft  and  firft  of  Ills !  The  fruitful  Parent 
Of  Woes  of  all  Dimenfions !  But  for  thee 
Sorrow  had  never  been.  All  noxious  Thing ! 

Ol  vileft  Nature !  Other  Sorts  of  Evils 
Are  kindly  circumfcrib’d  and  have  their  Bounds. 
The  fierce  Volcano ,  from  its  burning  Entrails 
That  belches  molten  Stone  and  Globes  of  Fire, 
Involv  d  in  pitchy  Clouds  of  Smoke  and  Stench, 
Marrs  the  adjacent  Fields  for  fome  Leagues  round. 
And  there  it  Hops.  The  big-fwoln  Inundation , 

Of  Mifchief  more  diffufive,  raving  loud. 

Buries  whole  Tracts  of  Country,  threat’ning  more} 
But  that  too  has  its  Shore  it  cannot  pals. 

More  dreadful  far  than  thefe!  Sin  has  laid  wafte 
Not  here  and  there  a  Country,  but  a  World: 
Dispatching  at  a  wide  extended  Blow 
Entire  Mankind ;  and  for  their  Sakes  defacing 
A  whole  Creation’s  Beauty  with  rude  Hands } 

D  a  Blafting 
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Blafting  the  foodful  Grain,  the  loaded  Branches, 
And  marking  all  along  its  Way  with  Ruin. 

'-V 

Accurfed  Thing!  Oh,  where  (hall  Fancy  find 
A  proper  Name  to  call  thee  by,  expreflive 
Of  all  thy  Horrors  ?  Pregnant  Womb  of  Ills ! 

Of  temper  fo  tranfcendently  malign, 

That  Toads  and  Serpents  of  moil  deadly  Kind 
Compar’d  to  thee  are  harmlefs.  SickndTes 
Of  ev’ry  Size  and  Symptom,  racking  Pains, 

And  blued  Plagues,  are  thine !  See !  how  the  Fiend 
Profufely  icatters  the  Contagion  round ! 

Whilft  deep-mouth’d  Slaughter  bellowing  at  her  Heels 
Wades  deep  in  Blood  new-fpilt;  yet  for  To-morrow 
Shapes  out  new  Work  of  great  uncommon  Daring, 
And  inly  pines  till  the  dread  Blow  is  (truck. 

But  hold!  I’ve  gone  too  far;  too  much  difeover’d 

My  Father’s  Nakednefs,  and  Nature’s  Shame. 

Here  let.  me  paufe !  and  drop  an  honed  Tear, 

One  Burd  of  filial  Duty,  and  Condolance, 

O’er  all  thofe  ample  Defarts  Death  has  lpread. 

This  Chaos  of  Mankind.  O  threat  Man- Rater  / 

Whofe  ev’ry  Day  is  Carnival ,  not  fated  yet! 

Unheard  of  Epicure  !  without  a  Fellow  ! 

The  veryed  Gluttons  do  not  always  cram ; 

Some  Intervals  of  Abdmencc  are  fought 

To  Edge  the  Appetite  :  Rhou  feeked  none. 

Methinks ! 
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Methinks  !  the  countlefs  Swarms  thou  haft  devour’d. 
And  Thoul'ands  that  each  Hour  thou  globbeft  up 
This,  lefs  than  this,  might  gorg  ■  the  to  the  full  ! 
But  Ah  !  rapacious  ftill,  thou  gap’ll  for  more  : 
Like  One,  whole  Days  defrauded  of  his  Meals, 

On  whom  lank  Hunger  lays  her  fkinny  Hand, 
And  whets  to  keeneft  Eagernefs  his  Cravings. 

(As  if  Difeafcs,  Maflacres,  and  Poifon, 

Famine,  and  War,  were  not  thy  Caterers  !) 

*  i 

Bur  know!  that  Thou  mull  render  up  thy  Dead, 
And  with  high  Int’reft  too  !  They  arc  not  thine  ; 
But  only  in  thy  Keeping  for  a  Seafon, 

Till  the  Great  promis’d  Day  of  Reftitution  ; 

When  loud  diffufive  Sound  from  brazen  I  rump 
Of  Strong-lung’d  Cherub  fhall  alarm  thy  Captives, 
And  roufe  the  long,  long  Sleepers  into  Life, 

Day-Light,  and  Liberty. . . 

Then  mull  thy  Gates  fly  open,  and  reveal 
The  Mines,  that  lay  long  forming  under  Ground, 
In  their  dark  Ceils  immur’d  •,  but  now  full  ripe, 
And  pure  as  Silver  from  the  Crucible, 

That  twice  has  flood  the  Torture  of  the  Fire 
And  Inquifion  of  the  Forge.  We  know, 

Th’  illuftrious  Deliverer  of  Mankind, 

The  Son  of  God,  thee  foil’d.  Him  in  thy  pow  r 

Thou 
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^  ^10U  not  hold  :  Self-vigorous  he  rofc, 

/md,  lhaking  off  thy  Fetters,  fcon  retook 
Thofc  Spoils,  his  voluntary  Yielding  lent. 

Sure  Pledge  of  our  Releafment  from  thy  Thrall  !) 
f  vvice  Twenty  Days  he  fojourn’d  here  on  Earth, 
And  Ihew’d  himfelf  alive  to  chofen  Witneffes 
By  Proofs  fo  ftrong,  that  the  molt  flow-afienting 
rdad  not  a  Scruple  left.  This  having  done. 

He  mounted  up  to  Heav’n.  Methinks !  I  fee  him 
Climb  the  Atrial  Heights,  and  glide  along 
Athwart  the  fevering  Clouds  :  But  the  faint  Eye 
Flung  backwards  in  the  Chace,  foon  drops  its  Hold ; 
Di fabled  quite,  and  jaded  with  purfuing. 

Heaven  s  Portals  wide  expand  to  let  him  in  : 

Nor  are  his  Friends  Ihut  out :  As  fome  great  Prince 
Not  for  himfelf  alone  procures  Admiflion, 

But  for  his  Train :  It  was  his  Royal  Will, 

That  where  He  is,  there  fhould  his  Followers  be. 
Death  only  lies  between  !  A  gloomy  Path  ! 

Made  yet  more  gloomy  by  our  Coward  Fears  ! 

But  nor  untrod,  nor  tedious  :  The  Fatigue 
Will  foon  go  off.  Befides,  there’s  no  By-road 
To  Blifs.  Then  why,  like  ill-condition’d  Children, 
Start  we  at  tranfient  Hardfhips,  in  the  Way 
That  leads  to  purer  Air,  and  fofter  Skies, 

And  a  ne’er  Setting  Sun  ?  Fools  that  we  are  ? 

We 


We  wifli  to  be,  where  Sweets  unwith’ring  Bloom  ; 
But  ftrait  our  Willi  revoke,  and  will  not  go. 

So  have  I  feen  upon  a  Summer’s  Even, 

Fall  by  the  Riv’let’s  Brink,  a  Young  her  play  : 
How  wilhfully  he  looks  !  To  Item  the  Tide 
This  Moment  refolute,  next  unrefolv’d  : 

At  laft  !  he  dips  his  Foot;  but  as  he  dips. 

His  Fears  redouble,  and  he  runs  away 
From  the  inoffenfive  Stream,  unmindful  now 
Of  all  the  Flow’rs,  that  paint  the  further  Bank, 
And  fmil’d  fo  fvveet  of  late .  Thrice  welcome  Death  t 

J’a 

That  after  many”  a  painful  bleeding  Step 
Conducts  us  to  our  Home,  and  lands  us  fafe 
I  On  the  long-wifh’d  for  Shore*  Prodigious  Change  l 
Our  Bane  turn’d  to  a  Blefling !  Death  difarm’d 
Lofes  her  Fulnefs  quite  :  All  Thanks  to  him 
Who  fcourg’d  the  Venom  out.  Sure  !  the  laft  End 
Of  the  Good  Man  is  Peace .  How  calm  his  Exit ! 
Night-Dews  fall  not  more  gently  to  the  G round* 
Nor  w^eary  worn  out  Winds  expire  fo  foft. 

Behold  him  !  in  the  Evening-Tide  of  Life, 

A  Life  well-fpent,  whofe  early  Care  it  was 
His  riper  Years  flhould  not  upbraid  his  Green  : 

By  unperceiv’d  Degrees  he  wears  away  ; 

Yet  like  the  Sun  feems  larger  at  his  Setting  ! 

High  in  his  Faith  and  Hop  es,  look  !  how  he  reaches 
After  the  Prize  in  View  !  and,  like  a  Bird 


That’s 


'That’s  hamper’d  ft  niggles  hard  to  get  away! 

Whilffc  the  glad  Gates  of  Sight  are  wide  expanded 
To  let  new  Glories  in,  the  firft  fair  Fruits 
Of  the  faft-coming  Harveft.  Then  !  Oh  Then  ! 

Each  Earth-born  Joy  grows  vile,  or  difa'ppears, 
Shrunk  to  a  Thing  of  Nought.  Oh  !  how  he  longs 
To  have  his  Paflfport  fign’d,  and  be  difnaifs’d! 

’Tis  done  •,  and  now  he’s  Happy  :  The  glad  Soul 
Has  not  a  With  uncrown’d.  Ev’n  the  lag  Flejh 
Refts  too  in  Hope  of  meeting  once  again 
Its  better  Half,  never  to  funder  more. 

Nor  fhall  it  hope  in  vain  :  The  Time  draws  on 
When  not  a  Angle  Spot  of  Burial-Earth, 

Whether  on  Land,  or  in  the  fpacious  Sea, 

But  muft  give  back  its  long-committed  Dull 
Inviolate  :  And  faithfully  fhall  thefe 
Make  up  the  full  Account  •,  not  the  leaft  Atom 
Embezzl’d,  or  miflaid,  of  the  whole  Tale. 

Each  Soul  fhall  have  a  Body  ready  furnifh’d  ; 

And  each  fhall  have  his  own.  Hence  ye  Prophane  ! 
Afk  not,  how  this  can  be  ?  Sure  the  fame  Pow’r 
That  rear’d  the  Piece  at  firft,  and  took  it  down. 
Can  re-aflemble  the  loofe  fcatter’d  Parts, 

And  put  them  as  they  were.  Almighty  God 
Has  done  much  more  ;  nor  is  his  Arm  impair  d 
Thro’  Length  of  Days  :  And  what  he  can,  he  will : 

His  Faithfulnefs  Hands  bound  to  fee  it  done.  ,  , 

When 
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When  the  dread  Trumpet  founds,  the  flumb’ring  Duft, 
^pt  unattentive  to  the  Call,  (hall  wake  : 

And  every  Joint  poflefs  its  proper  Place, 
a  With  a  new  Elegance  of  Form,  unknown 
,  To  its  hrft  State.  Nor  (hail  the  confcious  Soul 
,  Mtftake  its  Partner  ;  but  a  mid  ft  the  Croud 
Singling  its  other  Half,  into  its  Arms 
Shall  ruth,  with  all  th’  Impatience  of  a  Man 
That’s  new-come  Home,  who  having  long  been  abfent 
With  Halle  runs  over  ev’ry  different  Room, 

In  Pain  to  fee  the  whole.  Thrice  haooy  Meeting  t 
Nor  ’Time,  nor  Death  (hall  ever  part  them  more. 

’Tis  but  a  Night,  a  long  and  moonlefs  Night, 


We  make  the  Grave  our  Bed,  and  then,  are  srone. 

■Djh  ■  >t.'r  O 


Thus  at  the  Shut  of  Ev’n,  the  weary  Bird 
Leaves  the  wide  Air,  and  in  forne  lonely  Brake 
Cow’rs  down,  and  dozes  till  the  Dawn  of  Day, 
Then  claps  his  well-fledg’d  Wings,  and  bears  away. 
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